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slightly caricatured now and then, in the friendliest way. Alas, they
were not pleased!
Having completed the novel I returned to town where we still lived in
Holland Street. On the way up I left the manuscript on the mantelshelf
of a railway waiting room, and had been in London two hours before I
became aware of its loss. In frantic anxiety I wired to the station-
master, and in due course received an answer that the manuscript had
been found. Afterwards I was sorry that it had been found, because
immediately upon its publication by William Heinemann, who thought
well of it, I received several letters threatening me with libel actions. I
was greatly astonished. Had I not been very kind? Had I not described
Fleet Street and its denizens in a friendly and favourable light, though I
had not concealed its slavery and hardships?
Only one of the threatened libel actions was carried through, and
this was done by the man who had been, I thought, my hero of the
novel, my friend Randal Charlton.
He was annoyed, it seemed, by my slight touches of caricature.
Through his lawyer he accused me of depicting him as a disreputable
and worthless character, holding him up to ridicule and contempt, and
jeopardising his journalistic career. This was very annoying of him
because I had sent him proofs in advance, offering to alter anything to
which he might object.
Heinemann was alarmed and sent me to his lawyers, Lewis and
Lewis. They took a serious view of the case. They briefed Counsel.
They employed detectives to keep an eye on the private life of Randal
Charlton. It was all going to be very costly and I should have to bear
the cost with blue ruin staring me in the face.
On the day before it was coming into Court I met Charlton in Fleet
Street and we shook hands, I laughed at him and told him that he was
going to make a fool of himself in Court. "My Counsel will tear you to
bits," I told him. "He will just make a laughingstock of you."
Charlton looked uneasy, and I thought he looked hungry,
"Come and have a bite of lunch," I suggested.
He hesitated only a second, and then accepted. We had a meal in a
Fleet Street restaurant and talked in a friendly way.
"Why don't you withdraw?" I suggested. "There's still time. It will
save us both a lot of money."
"No," he said, "it's gone too far. I can't withdraw now. Besides, I
have a very good case."
We talked about other things. He let me pay his bill.
I had an appointment that afternoon with Lewis and Lewis. When
I told them that Charlton and I had had lunch together, and that I had
paid his bill, they were dumbfounded and horrified. "It makes the